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[The orchestra plays, and the MAN leaves.

A woman water-seller with a pot of water on her head, enters,

and the orchestra stops.]

WOMAN.    Oh, I am afraid I am known   all over this royal city

as the champion in poverty.    My luck has lost its way and" cannot

find me.    Philosophers say that riches and poverty come in turn to

a person.    But it seems I am for ever darkened by poverty.    I have

to look after my stomach by selling water, and my head is always

aching with fatigue.    I have to be satisfied with broken rice.   I have

to wash it down with soup made from vegetables I myself gather,

though my stomach often protests, as the food is so tasteless and vile.

Oh, if only I could sell enough to buy red rice and some vegetables!

But my luck is so blank, and I have to steel myself and swallow the

food I can obtain.   Oh, I want, I need, I long for vegetable soup.   If

my horoscope flowrers, if there is some accident, if my gods take me

on the right road, I shall meet a Mister Right, and marry him, the

Lord Vegetable, and then, I shall get drunk with luxury, and eat and

eat vegetables until my lady waxeth fat.   Alas, it is no good wasting

time, railing at my poverty, philosophizing on my poverty, dreaming

against my poverty, and losing my sense of reality, of direction, of

north and south.   Good rice I shall never get, broken rice I can only

get by hard selling,   I will gather up my skirt, the wonderful skirt of

many colours that scarcely covers me, the wonderful skirt of a thousand

patches, and a million stitches, that wonderful  dress  covered with

dirt.    I will gather it up, put my pot on my head, and will wander

round the town, as dainty as a waxen doll.   The sun will soon come

and I must hurry.   My lord of the orchestra, play me a tune to show

me the way.

[Exit. The orchestra plays, and the PRINCE, zcho has been
silently watching the water-setters, rises and makes his exit.}

SCENE 2

THE THRONE-ROOM

The orchestra stops. Some ministers enter with the PRINCE.
The king is dead, and the country has been patiently awaiting
the return of the PRINCE from his university in a foreign land.
They crown him king. He ttianks them, and leaves the stage.
The ministers also rise and leave. The orchestra again starts
to play. In outline only.